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train neared Waterloo Station. " Without you, life
will be just a lonesome blank."
" Thank you, dear/' said Marie gently.
" When can I see you again ? "
"I'll write you, but, Tom dear, my answer won't
change. It's bound to be * no/ "
Before Rayner realized what Marie was doing, for his
back was towards her as he collected his hat and news-
papers from the luggage rack, she had jumped from the
train before it came to a standstill, hurried into the
crowd of passengers streaming towards the platform
barrier, and was lost. Hastily Tom collected his
belongings and made his way to the exit, but Marie was
nowhere to be seen. As he put his hand into his pocket
to pay the cabman, who drove him to his lodgings, Rayner
drew forth something soft. It was a pair of Marie's
kid gloves which she had asked him to take care of while
they were in the punt. Hastily he thrust them back so
that they should not be profaned by the common gaze.
The same night, however, in his solitary chambers he
drew them forth again. Slowly unrolling them, he
stroked his cheek and forehead, vainly endeavouring to
believe that Marie's soft fingers were caressing him.
When she reached the street, Marie jumped into the
first West-End bus she saw. Having ascertained that
Rayner was not following her, she debated with herself
what to do next. She wanted to obtain the benefit of
an outside opinion, to discuss her case with an expert.
At the particular cross-road of life at which she now
found herself, with mind facing both ways, she felt that
Cynthia would be an unreliable guide. Marie had no
wish to be pushed, as she knew Cynthia would push her,
towards an altar at which Tom Rayner, frock-coated,
silk-hatted, white-button holed, would be awaiting her
with mind, she imagined, as conventional as his dress.
Marie glanced at her watch, It was eight o'clock.
Slue would take her chance of finding Esm6e at home.